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She gave him her gloves, and, the week after, her
handkerchief. She called him "Frederick;" he called
her "Marie/* adoring this name, which, as he said,
was expressly made to be uttered with a sigh of
ecstasy, and which seemed to contain clouds of in-
cense and scattered heaps of roses.
They soon came to an understanding as to the
days on which he would call to see her; and, leav-
ing the house as if by mere chance, she walked
along the road to meet him.
She made no effort whatever to excite his love,
lost in that listlessness which is characteristic of in-
tense happiness. During the whole season she wore
a brown silk dressing-gown with velvet borders of the
same colour, a large garment, which united the indo-
lence of her attitudes and her grave physiognomy.
Besides, she had just reached the autumnal period of
womanhood, in which reflection is combined with
tenderness, in which the beginning of maturity
colours the face with a more intense flame, when
strength of feeling mingles with experience of life,
and when, having completely expanded, the entire
being overflows with a richness in harmony with
its beauty. Never had she possessed more sweet-
ness, more leniency. Secure in the thought that
she would not err, she abandoned herself to a sen-
timent which seemed to her won by her sorrows.
And, moreover, it was so innocent and fresh! What
an abyss lay between the coarseness of Arnoux and
the adoration of Frederick!
He trembled at the thought that by an imprudent
word he might lose all that he had gained, saying to
himself that an opportunity might be found again,
but that a foolish step could never be repaired. He